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ADVERTISEMENT. 


J, 


TEE fallewing lub Culledtion of Ren, h 


I Þ hoped, will meet the kind indulgencr of the Render. 


Wey are publiſhed with a view t6 obtain fupport and 
prutectim for young genius. The Author has not yet 
attained his fourteenth year.— 41 this early age, he 
Bus bern ſent abroad into the world toithout friends, and 
furniſhed with 110 mttns of Iyelibood, except ſuch as he 
might derive from a little claffieat knowledge, and from 
bir talent for Poetry. But theſe endowments are of 
| little current value, efpetially in infancy, and require 
mme and cultivation to bring them to maturity. Dur 


young Ptet, therefore, ds tight be expected, has ſuffered 

erer) hind of diftieſs to-which his unprotefied fituation 
was liable.—The particulars, although they might in- 

tere the ſenſibility of the Reader, would exceed ße 
ein whe  liniits 
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limits of an advertiſement.—Tt is but juſtice, however, 
to the benevolence of Mr. Owenſon, of the Theatre 


be Royal, to mention, that he reſcued our Author from 


the loweſt indigence, and received him into his own houſe. 
So that to him he is primarily obliged for the contforts 

he now enjoys, and for the happy proſpects that now | 
open 10 him.—He has had the honour 10 be preſented to 


ame of the firſt Characters in this city in rank and let- 


ters, whoſe liberal aſſiſtance and countenance will, 10 


dbuli, have weight as an example, and obtam for him 


@ very general patronage among perſons of nn. 
and diſtinciun. 
I: has been thought proper nos to offer 


/ this ſpecimen to the Public at large, but to print a few 
; Copies io becirculated among thoſe only, who, it is hoped, 


and whoſe protection it is of moſt conſequence he 


ſnould obtain.—Should the judicious Reader diſcover in 


the following Poems any imitations, he will be inclined ra- 
ther to approve of them, as they ſhew a juſs attention 
to the beft models. —Should many of the original paſſages 


or: thoughts appear above the years of the Author, the 


Reader may be aſſured they are entirely his own.— 
And 


5 


And be will readily mals allowance for @ few errors, 
and weak lines, as our young Poet writes with ſingular 
rapidity, and as correftions have been avoided, in order 
to preſent a genuine ſpecimen of his abilities —In the ſe- 
lefion here offered from a great number, the beſt of his 
little productions, as may be fuppoſed, have been pre- 
ferred ; but fame are retained 10 ſhew the variety of 
his manner, and ſame on account of the grateful ſenti- 
ments they contain to his bengfactors. 


Subſcriptions will be received by the Rev. G1LBERD: 
Ausrix, Baggot-Street. 


Marc 25, 1789. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


OFT has my Mole, to joyous ſcenes unknown, 

Forc'd thro? all dangers, help d by God alone; 

Oft has the bath'd in tears the doleful line, 

Yet waited patient for the will divine, | 

Ah! doom'd to ſuffer all that man can bear, 

Far from'a ſoothing father's anxious care, 

To whom no mother's tender aid was giv'n, 

Devoid of ev'ry help, but that of Heav n: 

Tho? ſunk in woe, and almoſt drown'd in grief, 

Yet ftill I waited for ſome kind relief. 
b Thro 
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Thro the dark clouds of fate, I long'd to 1 . - af 
Some lucid breaking of an ev'ning ſky; - 
And lo! my better ſtars, now riſe to view, 
And thus direct my Orphan Muſe to you. 
As when ſhrill winds the angry deep deform, 
And the calm ſea is harrow'd by the ſtorm, 
When lone, and dark, the whit'ning billows rile, 
And livid light nings dart along the ſkies, 
The frighted ſailor, in aſtoniſh'd mood, 
Prepares to buffet with the raging flood; 
Till rais' d on high, the beacon ſhines to view, 
And adds new gladneſs to the frantic Crew. 
Thus, in your ſmiles, 11 future 5 joy I ſee, 
Now Fate has alter d ev'ry harſh decree. 
How bled am I, when ev'n the good and great 
Will raiſe the Poet from his bumble ſtate, * 
Will chear his Muſe in evry weak eſſay, 
And make him cultivate each dawning ray! 
How have I gain'd my nobleſt aim at laſt, 
How do I view with joy my ſorrows paſt — 
Yet oft my former woe ſhall cauſe a ſigh, 
And ſad remembrance buſy pride deny; 

Oſt 
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Oft ſhall I think of ev'ry ſcene of woe, 

And oft to thee, my briny tributes flow; 

Oft ſhall I bleſs thee, free from earlier ſtrife, 
And ſing your praiſes, on the verge of life. 
For while remembrance, in her mirror, ſhows 
The ſad idea:of my former woes; 

While what I ſuffer'd, lies within my beart,— 
Sure fondeſt Gratitude will ne'er depart, 
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Lore tas my Mate, devoid of wonted re,” 
Her ſong neglected, and unſtrung ber lyre; . 
Too long! alas, has felt the iron Ts: 
Of dire Afffietion; — but at thy Sb r 
Again ſhe tunes her harp; again ſhe tries, 
On feeble pinion, eagerly to riſe; — 

Again, the Bard renews his ancient lays, 
And humbly dares attempt to fing thy praiſe; 
Praiſe, which tho' void of ev ry grace of art, 
Yet flows, unſtudied, from a grateful heart: 
For tho' no flattry decks my ſervile line, 

Yet Truth ſuperior makes thy fame divine; 

I fay but that, which Modeſty might hear, 
Yet, unabaſh'd, confeſs theſe lines fincere. 
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ON CASTING: OFF'soxx OLD CLOTHES. * 


A Breeghes and Chimasras dire. Pattigs. | 

| Nane Ann 4055, 5.91 
T H1s pradice all mankind purſue, 
To ſpurn the old, and gateh the news - | 
'Tis thus I caſt vun far Tu 
Who warm'd me many-a chilly days - 
While all your parts were ſtiteh'd togethers 
But now when threadbare, thin, and tatter d. 
I take a ſtranger, with pride flatterd.. 
But tho? I caſt you off like lumbe r. 
Your fame ſhall chime in jingling number; . 
The Muſe in triumph ſhall adore you, $a 360 
And lay all honours down before you ;- 
Inſcribe you in poetic page, 
As trophies of ber infant age; 
Perhaps may place you on Parnaſſus, 
With Phcebus, and his jilting laſſes; 
Or, in a freak, may-metamorphoſe, 
Into a Star his broken SMALL-CLOTHES. 


The 
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The thighs ſhall be like horns before us, 
| The ſeat a bead—and there's a Taurus 
Then each wiſe aſtrologic fool 
Will tell, He's ſpy'd a Szcoxp Bur!” 
Then you ſhall cauſe ſuch learned ſpeeches— 
I think that's honour for a Bazzonss ! 1. 
Beſide, this is a comfort too. 
Fach ruliag wiſe ſhall wiſh for you; 
Shall idolize you in ſuch wonder, 
That ſhe may keep her Goodman under !— 
Well then, my friends! you ned not gane. | 
Tho Me you cover'd, very humble; 
For now Iv'e giw'n a recompence, 
To any Clothes of wit or — 
You ſhalt not deck a ſable ſeat 
But be of an immortal birth, © © 
""P reſiding o'er all rags on earth. 


* A Street where Old Clothes are ſold. 
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Now fober Evening, clad in mantlet grey, 

In ſolemn pomp ſteals on to ſhadowy Night, 
The twinkling Stars begin their lucid way, 

And baſhful Cynthia ſhews her filver light. 

No noiſe is heard, ſave yonder hooting Owl, 
That ſhrieks his mournful dirge in ſcream of woe 


This is the time to cultivate the ſoul, 
And bid it ſpurn at vain terreſtrial bew 1 


Here oft with me, my penſive Muſe, retire, MY 
And Oer each hillock heave a ſigh ſincere; 
Here let me ſoftly ſtring th' elegiac lyre, 
And pay the humble dead a tribute tear.—- 
ö Yon 
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Ton ghaſtly ſcull, at which my ſtep tecoils, | 
Perhaps was once ſome lovely Sylvan maid ; 
Was once the ſeat of all the dimpled ſmiles, 
But ah! thoſe winning charms are now decay'd. 


| Where is the front where baſhful meekneſs beam'd, 


Whereis each charmthat won th enraptur d ſwain, 
Where now the eyes where heav uly brightneſsflam'd, 
Oh! where is ſhe, the Venus of the plain ?— 

Perhaps yon verdant turf, tho? bumbly low, | 
Contains the village Patriots noiſy bead; 

Who gueſs d of tott ring Rates the future woe, 
And mourn d bright freedom from his countryfled. 


Poſſeſs d of many a quibble, many a joke; 
| Each word he utter d was efteen'd  jeft, 


And Bumpkins gap'd; and titter d as he ſpoke. 


The Preachers lowly ſtone deſerves my tear, 
Who by example ſhew'd the good he taught, 
His life was blameleſs, and his heart ſincere, 
And if he gave not much, *twas not bis fault. 

RM | When 
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The burſting tear food trembling in his eye, 


J0o give his little alms he ner was flow, . 
© -Ab@oft he wiſh'd for riches with a figh— 


And tho' be long is dead, the ſilent clown + 
Paſfes his humble tomb in rev*rend awe; 
He thinks he fees the goodman's chiding frown. 


* Deſire him follow Virtue's lovely law ;- 
And as he reads the moral leſſon rang d 


* 
All in a trice, his vicious thoughts ate chang'd, 
And fad, in honeſt grief, he heaves à groan. 


Bleſt be thy name! and may thy peaceful ſhade 
For ever taſte the bliſs of heav'nly love! 

And tho' beneath this earthly Hilloelt laid, 

nnn aihts4hh8 


Perchanee, the Poet here reclines bis head, 
No ſtone or ſlate to tell that onee he way 


BY His varying dreams, and ſelſ made pomp are fled, 
And mute, alas! too mute, his tuneful tongue! 


The 


[26] 

The wonder of the village once was he, 
His witty ſong eee eee 
He'd deify the Ruſtics for a fee, | 

And all would akk, « What fairs his Maſe” 


How bleſs'd was he, his life in pleaſure ſpent! - 4 
He had no Patron, each one was his Find, 

He aim'd no high'r, with frugal praiſe content, 
And what he wrote, was but by Nature penn d. 


Oh! may I thus, his calm enjoyments ſhare, 
Nor vainly mix amongſt the-giddy crowd! 

Deſpiſing flatt'ry's guile, and folly's ſnare, ' 
And if poſſeſs d of riches, yet not proud. 


Oh! may I lie, by cypreſs eee [> 
And with nd but what is true, ' 
Which only ſerves to ſhew. „ 5 


. 
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While oft the ſwain quick/trvdging oer the-tomb, 
Of worldly cares, and village buſineſs * 
Shall paſs neglectful of his certain doom, 


Ang careleſs, kick the ballowed- Poet's al 
But 


| 3 1 
But hark=»methinks'I hear the pealing knell— 


The ſound encreas d comes ſwelling on the gale, 
Kind Sexton, turn à while, and gently tell. 
Altho' L Arad to hear the horrid tale. 


"Tis he my panting heaxt did ſure forebode, + 
Some friend-I gueſs'd yas near his lat abode, 
My heart eonfeſs'd anticipated woe! 9:1 ” 


And lo! the herſe in ſolemn grandeur comes, 
The torches flaſhing thro? the duſk of night, 

Each chequer'd gleam reflects the murky tombs, 
And horror is encreas'd by ghmm'ring light. 


Thoſe yonder weeping miniſters of woe, 
Now near approach, in ſable robes array'd, 
Like meſſengers of fate, now moving ſlow, 
Solemn they walk, and pray o'er all the dead. 
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And now—but firſt oh ! let me fondly weep, 
And claſp thy coffin to my panting breaſt ; 
Snatch one farewel—then lay Philander deep, 
And fing his requzem to eternal reſt. 
C 
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Now the cold clay, thrice on his coffin. caſt. 
The greedy earth for ever hides my friend 


i 1 ; "ey * LY | 1 39 1 
But tho thy body T ſhall view no more 
; "pr - > . » ; 5 "I 
Thau er ſhalt gain a tablet of my heart; 
. $ #0 | Fre * : 
Thy loſs, my faithful friend, I'll &er deplore. 
And never ſhall thy memory depart. 
- : y X f a Pu 
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WHEN Love at firſt with ſoft emotion, 


Steals within the yielding breaſt, 
How ſweetly-bitter, is the potion, 
Till our ſenſes are _polleſt.. 


But when the tyrant flame is raging, 

Ten thouſand piercing pangs encreaſe, 
Ah! then the fire is paſt afſuaging, 

'What can Jull our thoughts to peace? 


ANOTHER 
SMILE, Flirtilla, on tby lover, 
See me kneel a dying ſwain, 
At leaſt one gentle look diftover,— | 
Perhaps I wou'd not come again. 


II. 

Refuſe me once. I think you ſcoff.— 

| Yer I come a ſecond time; 

The third, if you refuſe, Im off 
For over-prefling is a crime. 


Wet 
ON A CARPING ee 
Trvs have I ſeen a Magpye oft 
Spend all it's little rage; M 


And ſtrut, and thruſt its ſcolding beak 
eaten chant of * 


o AN aA. 


AN Epigram is underſtood, 
By a Jelly. bag preciſely; 
At top It's f1'd with ſomething oc, 
At bottom pointed ne. 
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TO A LADY WITH AN APPLE, Extempore. 


IF this the Golden Apple was, 
And ſhould I Paris be, 
Tho all the Goddeſſes were Oe 

T'd give the fruit to thee. 


[a1] 
PROLOGUE ro tux CHILD os NATURE. 


WurN times were alter d with the hearts of wen, 
The Child of Nature found protection then; | 
Their gen'rous ſouls to pity ever prone, 
Felt alien griefs, as if they were their own; 
From tender age they rear'd the Scyon plant, 
And taught ber all the virtues ſhe could want. 
But love was diſtant from the Virgia's ear, 
A thing unit for one fo young to hear; 
Embow'rd in groves, ſhe ſpent her peaceful life, 
Nor knew the ſorrows of a pining wife; 
Iill grown in years, and fit to think of man, 
She ſaw the ĩuſtinct which thro nature ran; 
She ſaw the conſtant deer, the cooing dove, 
She ſaw, and wonder'd, nature whiſper'd love ; 
Caught by the ſound, ſhe bleſs'd the tender name, 
And hugg'd with eager joy the glowing flame ; 
And willing to reward that noble mind, 
Which kept ber from the knowledge of mankind, 
Jo recompenſe her Guardian's care thro' life, 

Inſtead of ward, ſhe now became a wife.— 
Britons, to this with pitying ear attend, 
And each become the Child of Nature's friend. 

( This Prologue deſcribes the flory of the Play.) 
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| Ir nature _ by ev'ry robe of art, 150 
Can raiſe the paſſions, or explore the heart; vg 
If winning elegance, and ſenſe rein d, 3 
Exalt the ſoul, or captivate the mind; 2 
That pow'r is thine thy features can impart 4 
Thy inmoſt thoughts, and open all thy heart: . 
And in thy private life we plainly view 5 
The pleaſing characters you act ſo true. 
In Belcour's gen rous beart we view thy own, 
A foul deſerving Virtue's loftieſt throne; 3 
Thy manners gentle, thy affection free _ 
It is no A&or, but Thyſelf we ſee. 7 
How does thy, Trotley brave the Critic's s rage, 0 
And dart invective on this fooliſh age, 
Point, with keen ſatire, at the tinſelbd throng, 
And riſe Knight-Erraut to ſubdue the Ton ? q 
But when in Op/eby you pleaſe the light, 
Gay ev'n in age, and laughingly polite; 
Tho? each rheumatic pain has overſpread 
His feeble limbs, yet Ogleby's well-bred. 
In Puff, of excellence, oh! what a ſtore, 


You gain more learned plaudits than before.— 
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Still ſure to pleaſe the wits in either row, 

The Gods above, or Denigads * below; 

Or if you ſtrive to pleaſe each brilliant fide t, 
How is each heart elate with honeſt pride | 
How oft they wiſh that King would never pine © 
But raiſe to virtuous deeds each rival heart! 
And ſtill, when off the ſtage, vo dien us Hoke, 
Almoſt ſuperior to thy worth before. 
No more ideal goodneſs charms the light, 

We view thy real ſelf, with new delight, — 
We ſee thee ev'ry ſon of merit raiſe, 2 
And build thyſelf a monument of praiſe; - 

We ſee thee Glory's ſhining path purſue, 

Excel thyſelf, and make thy acting true. 

If aught my bumble Muſe avail'd; I'd ftring 
Once more my, humble lyre, and ſtrive to ſing; 
But, ſure, the ſong muſt but debaſe thy fame, 
And my weak efforts fully ſuch a name 
Thy great applauſe would baffle all my pains, 
The Muſe is dumb; — but gratitude remains. 


2 Gallery and Pitt. es + Boxes. 
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Tux PADLOOGEK ron was HEART, 


. ADDRESSED To THE LADIES. 


Ys fair ones, who long for the conjugal ſtate, 
And with to be join'd to a foft-cooing mate, 
Defirous that all ſhould be humbled by you, 

F1l tell you the Padlock to keep the Heart true. 


"Tis not affeRation that makes you divine, 
"Tis not for your beauty men bow at your ſhrine, 
'Tis your mind any perſon of judgment will view,— 
Art is not the Padlock to keep the Heart true. 


You! re deck'd by the Graces, by Nature adorn 'd, 
And theſe will prevail, when #neſe is but ſcorn'd; 
Goopd-ſenſe and behaviour all beauty outdo,— 

The owtfide is no Padlock to keep the Heart true. 


Tho' the bluſh of the roſebud is ſeen on your cheek, 
Tho? Queen of all Hearts, yet be modeſt and meek, 
Bright wit and good humour will add to your hue, 
And will prove thebeſt padlocktokeepthe heart true. 

| Seem 


/ 
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| Seem unconſcious, ye fair! of the charms you poſleſs, 
For the prouder you are, they'll admire you the leſs, 
When airs are but ſcoff'd, and ill-temper won't do,. 
GooDNATURE's the Padlock to keep the Heart true. 
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H ark! how the troubled ar,. 
Reſounds the ſeream of wan Deſpair,— _ 
While Terror, ghaſtly ſpirit, huge and tall, 
Array'd in ſable robe, and mourning pall, 2 
Attended by ber haggard train 

Of murd'rous ſprites, and goblins drear, 
In ſullen grandeur ftalks along the plain, 
While Nature ſtarts, and Pity pleads in vain.— 


Oh! Goddefs of th' affrighted mien! 
The aweful pauſe ! the ſwift recoiling ſtart, 

Of ev'ry glaring horror, ihreat ning Queen! 52 
To me thy magic-glaſs awhile impart. | 


I grant—and now prepare thy fight, 
For objects pregnant with affright,— _ 
And lo! in yonder ſhady wood, 
Survey that ſhaggy mountain, drear and bigh, | 
That frowns, impending on the gulphy flood, 
And caſts a browniſh horror on the eye! 


\ 
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View there the wretch that clings ſo TY 
Jo one ſmall branch, with look of woe, 


He ftarts, he trembles at the furious blaſt, 
And now be 0s r . * N | 


Now turn thy Tres DIS * 
The ſword that gleams thro? yender ſhade, 

The murd'rer ſee, his hand embruecc 

In infant blood, and draw the reeking blade; 

En while the ſmiling babe in wanton play, 
Kiſſes his hands, or views the dagger's gleam, — 
By frantic rage impreſs d, it drinks his vital ſtream, 

While the calm infant laughs bis life away! 


In you deſerted wild the travler ſee! 
With look aghaſt, expreſſive of his fear, 
He thinks a ſpirit howls in ev'ry blaſt, 
And fancy'd goblins ev'ry ſtep purſue ; 
And oft he looks behind, 
| At ev'ry breath of wind, | 
| And ſtops and ſhudders in his eager baſte. 
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Now turn thee to the iron bed. 
Where, raving wild, unconquer d Madneſs lies, 
His face by turns is pale—now crimſon red; 
And livid light ning ſparkles from his eyes; 
Now laughing in a crazy mood, 
Naw borne on Anger's fweepy flood, 
By various turns, contending paſſions __ 
Now view another horrid ſcene, 
| Surpaſſing ev ry fight before,— 
A burning veſſel on the tortur'd main, 
Fark the affrighted ſailors frantic roar, 
While ſea and ſky like blazing worlds are ſeen, 
And wat ry Ztnas on the fluid green; 

Horror, delighted with the diſmal 3 JPY, 
Gorgonian Terror heaps around, | 
And Fury, eager to deſtroy, 

And Deſolation catch the dying ſound ! 
While ſome a wat' ry tomb purſue, 
Or ſome expire in ſulphur flaming blue; 

Ot the fond huſband, careleſs of his doom, 

Claſps his lov'd part'ner to his breaſt, 

United, ſeeks an undivided tomb, 

And in the billowy wave obtains eternal reſt.” 
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Tu deyy ear of Eve is paſt, - 
And Night. begins her reighg, 

While ſable clouds, deſcending faſt, 
Obſcure the duſky plain, - 


How clear the diamonds un, 1 


That deck the robe of ey 


Beſpangl'd | on the cloudy ſky, -- 
In brillianey « of light.- 


While from her filver ſeat above, 
Pale Cynthia's darted beam, 
Awhile illumes the leafy grove, 
Or dances on the ſtream. 


No breezy Zephyr o'er the mead, 
No murmur breaks my ſong. 


And wrapt in meditation's ſhade; | 
Silent, I rove along. 
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"Tis now the time when all is calm, 
And mortals Sleep obey, 


For Sleep can beſt ſupply that balm; 
Which chaſes grief away. 


To tune the morallyrey 1  - 
And gloriouſly aſpire. | 


Methinks! I ſee upon the ground, 
"Tis but the glow-worms ftrew'd around, 
Reflect the varied gleam. _ | 
Like mortals, you.awhile are proud, 
Of all your gilded train, ' 
You rival with the gaudy croud, 
But, ab ! your pride is vain. | 


Ye fair! who force of beauty boaſt, 

In them your emblem view, 
They laſt but one ſhort night at moſt, 

As frail and fine as you! 
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Ah! quit your midnight revels now, 
| Where dire conſumption pains, 
Where ſickneſs wans the wrinkl'd bro, . 
And Death for ever reigns, 
With me expatiate Oer this ſcene, 

Remov'd from worldly care, 
Oh ! tread with me the velvet green, 
And breath the balmy air! 
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